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The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

]f Idoe wake fome Plannee Ihike me downe, 

Thatl may flumber an eternallOeepc. 

Spcake gentle N eece, what Heme vngentle hands. 

Hath lo^ 5 t, and hevvde, and made thy body bare, 
Ofhertwo brandies thole Tweet Ornaments, 

V Vhofe cyrding fhadowes, Kings haue fought to fleej* 
A \A might not gainc fo great a happines (in, 

Ashalfe thyloue: Why doft not fpeake to mcJ 

Alas acrimfon Riuerofwarme blood, 

Like to a bubhngFountaine flirde with windc, 

Doth rife andfallbctwecnethy Rofedltps, 

Comming and going with thy honie breath. 

But lure lome Teretts hath defiowredthce. 

And left thouftiouldft detea them cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnftavvaie thy face for ftiame, 

And notwitiiftanding all this Ioffe of blood, 

Asfrom aConduitwith their lifting fpotits, 

Yet doe thy chcckcs lookcred a s Titans face, 
lilulliinff to be encountred witha Clowde, 

Shall I ipeake for thce,lhall 1 fay tis f®. 

Qh that I knew thy hart,and knew thebeaff. 

That I mightraile at him to eafe my minde, 

■Sorrow concealed like an Ouenfloppt, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is. 

Fan e Philomela, why flic but loft her tongue, 

And in a tedious fampler flowed her mmde. 

Butlouely Neece.that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier 7Vre»/,Cofen half thou met, 

And he hath cut tbofe prcttie fingersoff, 

That could haue better lowed than Thtlomel. 

Oh had the moiifter feene thole Lillie hands. 

Tremble like afpenleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiflethem, 

He would not then hauctucht themforhis life. 
Orhadhehcardthc he^uenlyHarmonie, yvhieh 








of T itus A ndronicus. 

VVidcli that fwxete tongue hath made, 

Pic would hauedropthis knifeand fell aflecpe, 

/\ s Cerberus at the T hracian Poets feete* 

Come let vsgoe,and make thy fatherblind, 

For /uchafight will blind a fathers eie* 

One hourcs ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What (vlll whole months of tearcs thy fathers cies? 
Poe not dravve back e /or we will mournc with thee, 
Oil could our mourning cafe thy miferic* 

Exeunt* 


Enter the fudges and Senatours with Titus tw? fonnes 
bound, pajfmgon the Stage to the place of executio^andTi- 
tus going before pleading . 

T itus. Hcarc megraue Fathers, Noble Tribunes flay, 
Forpiccicof mineage,whofeyouth wasfpent 
In dangerous MrarreSjwhilft yen fecurelie flept. 

For all my blood in Roomes great quarrel 1 lhcd, 

For all the froftie nights that J haue watcht, 

Andforthefc bitter tea res which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrincles in my cheeks, 

Be pittifull to my condemned fonnes. 

Whole foules is not corruptedas tis thought. 

For twoatidtwentie fonnes I neucr wept, 

Bccaufe they died in honours loftie bed, 

Andronicuslieth downe , and the Judges paffe by him* 

For thcfe s Tribune^ in thcduftl write 

My harts deepe languor, and my foules fad teares: 

Let my teares /launch the earths dne appetite. 

My fonnes fwveete blood will make it fhanie and blu/lii 
O earth I will befriend thee more with raine. 

That /hall diftillfrom thefetwo auntientruincs, 

T han youthful.! A prill /hall with all hi« fhowr cs 4 
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